if The Tragedy of Othello 

With what elfc needcfuU your good Grace lliall thinke, 

Tobefcntafcer me» 

‘Dh. Let it be fo: , . - • • 

Good night to euery one, andnoble^eigmor,, 

If vertue no delighted beauty lacke, ^ 

Your Son in law is farre more faire then blacke. 

I Sena» Adieu braue Moore, yfe Well. 

Looke to her Moorc,if thou haft eyes to fee. 

She has deceiud’d her father, and may thee. Exchnt. 

Oth. My lifpvpon her faith. Honeft/<<j^tf, 

- My muft I Icaue tothee,. 

I prethec let thy wife attendon her, 

And bring her after in the beft aduantage ; 

Come 1 haue, but an hourc 

Of loue, of worldly matters anddiredion. 

To fpend with thee, we muft obey the time. > ^ 

Rod, lago. Exh Moore mi Y)<i(^Ctaon»o. 

What failUhou noble heart? I 

Rod, What will I doe thinkft thou ? 

, Why Goetobedandfleepc, 

Rod, IwilUncontincntlydrownemy felfe. 

lag. Well,iftho»idb£ft,lfh^lloeuerlouetiiecafcerit, 

Why thou filly Gentlcmat); ■, j i j 

Rod. Ii?*is lillinefie to Hue, when, to hue is a tormeiit,and then we 
fa me a prefcription.to dye when death is our Phy firiaiv . 

lag. O villanous, I ha look’d vpon the. world for foure timeafe- 
ueni eares, andfmce I could diftinguilh betwecoe a Unefi^ and an. 
iniury, I neucr found a man that knew how to loue himfclfe : ere j 
would fay I would drownc my fdfe, for the loue of a Ginny Hep,I 

would change my humanity withaBaboone. 

Rod. what fbould I doe ? I confcftc it is ray fiiame to befqfcnd, 

hut ic is not imiiy vertue to amend it. , 

I,f. vettue, a fig,tisiocurfelues, that wee/re thus. orth^ 
oar bodies are sard^ns.to the which our 'nils are ft 

if we will plant Nacles.or fow Lttcice, fet ifop, and 
fuSrit with one gender of hearbes. or It with m. ny ,fl. 

thermo haue it ften ill wiih idkneffe, or manur’d with ^ 

sie p.ower,aadcorrigibleauthority of this, lies mour wills. lO. 





the Moore of Venice. 


ip 

ballancc of our Hues had not one f cale of rcafon, to poife another of 
fenfualityj the blood and bafeneffe of our natures, would condua 
ys to rooft prepofterous conclufions. But wee hauereafon to coole 
outraging motions, arr carnall ttings, oar vnbittedliifis ; whereof 
I take this, that you call loue CO be a feft, or iycn. 

Rod. It cannot be. 

Jag It is meerely a luft of the blood,and a permiftion of the will .» 
Come, be a man ; drowne thy felfe ? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies ! I profefle me thy frien^ and I confeffe me knit to thy defer- 
uing, with cables of perdurable coughnefTe ; I could ncuer better 
fteedc thee then now. Put money in thy purfe follow thefc warresj 
defeate thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard; I fay put money in thy 
purft. It cannot be, that Defdemona ihould long contiRoe her Ibtie 
vntothe Moore, — put money in thy purfe, — nor he his to her ; it 
was a violent commencement, and thou lhaltfecan anfwcrablc fc- 
queftration : put but money in thy purfe.— Thefe Moores arc chan- 
geable in their wills;— fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now is as lufiiious as Locufts,fhilI be to hitr fhortly as bitter as 
Coicquincida : She rruft change for youth ; when fhec is fated wichr 
his body, (heewillfinde the error of her choyce ; ftiee muft haue 
change, (he muft. There fore put money , in thy purfe : If thou wilt 
needs damme thy felftj doc it a more delicate way then drowning 5 
make all the money thou canlL !f (anAimony, and a fraile vow, be- 
twixt an erring Barbarian, & a fuper- fabtle P'enttian, he not too hard 
for my wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt enioy her ; therefore 
rnake money,— a poxa drowning, tis cleaneour of the way ; feeke 
thou rather to be hang’d in compafsing thy ioy , then to bedrovvned, 
and goewir hour her. * 

Rod. Wilt thou he faft to my hopes, if I depend on the iftue ? 

a , "’ake money— 1 haue told thee 

f/he!rjr? ‘ f and agame, 1 hate ihc Moore, my caufc 

IS hemed, thine has no lefle rcafon, let vs be cpniunaiuc in our re- 
tnge againll him ; It thou canft cucr>old nim, thou doelt thy felfc « 
pltafure, me a fpott. 1 here are many tuenrs in rhe wombe of Time, 

haufmom deliuered. Trauerfe, goe, prouide thy money, we will 
Daue rtioie ofxhis to morrov^ adieu. - 

Rod, Where (h;i II we meet i’th morning? 

At my lodging - 
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